already singing in his throat. Was he going to let himself be
carried away?

"I won't yield. ... I won't yield. . ." Gerbier said to himself.
"It's die mob instinct. I don't want to sing, just as I don't want
to run before die machine-guns."

This association helped Gerbier to hold back the song that was
ready to burst from him. He had the feeling of having surmounted
an inner danger.

The shackled line at last reached a little door contrived in the
thickness of the wall on the left. The shadows stopped dancing.
The scraping of the chains ceased. And also the song. A sentry
opened the door. A natural light spread across a section of the
corridor. The student again took up the strains of the Marseillaise
and the condemned men, one after another, entered the enclosure
of their death.

It was a stereotyped military rifle range. A bare rectangle en-
closed by rather high walls. Against the back wall and separated
from it by a narrow space, one saw the stop-butt for the targets.
A few shreds of cloth and of paper quivered on its slopes in the
sharp morning breeze. The light was sharp and melancholy. One
by one the condemned men stopped singing. They had just per-
ceived a few paces away sipc campaign machine-guns. An S.S.
lieutenant, very lean, with a metallic face, who was in command
of the firing scjuad, looked at his watch.

"Boche punctuality/* growled the communist worker.

The student took a deep breath of fresh air and tugged at his
little moustache.

"I won't run. ... I won't . . .'* Gerbier kept saying to
himself.

The others, as if fascinated, did not avert their eyes from the
lieutenant. He shouted an order. Some soldiers advanced with
keys and undid the locks that held the prisoners* shackles. The
irons fell to the ground with a muffled sound. Gerbier thrilled to
feel himself suddenly so light. He had the impression that his legs
were all new and young, that he must try them out without delay,
that they demanded space, that they were going to carry him away
at a winged pace. Gerbier looked at his companions. Their muscles
were agitated by the same impatience. The student especially
could barely control himself. Gerbier looked at the S.S. officer,
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